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HYPNOTISM AT ABERYSTWITH. 


“Goodness only knows, Papa has done some strange things during his Seaside Pilgrimage, but this week he has taken the bun. In a word, he has 
hypnotised Aberystwith. Poor Papa always has been able to erercise a weird influence over people, and I’ve often heard Mamma say that his will power is very Mb 
strong indeed, especially after dining at the Rumfoozlers’. The experiments were conducted by Pa and his assistants, in the presence of a committee of fy) 
medical men, and seemed to astonish everybody. Alexandry writes that ‘when the Guv’nor puts the fluence well on, electric shocks is a kid to it.’ ”?—Toortste. 


AND THE JOLLY WAGGONER. 
ss 
On September 25th, 1725, the Bicester waggon, coming I} f, 
from London, was stopped and robbed bya single highway- { f 
man. Of one of the passengers it carried—a Mr. Thomas } d 
Eldridge—the Knight of the Road “took fifteen Moidores, fi 
210 guineas, eight half-guineas, a calico gown and a petti- ee | (4 
coat; of Mary Page he took two shillings and sixpence; { 
and of Sarah, the wife of Robert King, the waggouer, a like i 3 
amount.” ; 
These were the good old days of which Smollett wrote, 
and in which Roderick Random and Strap, the barber, are | ; \ 
described as taking twelve or thirteen days to travel by ( | ' 
waggon from Newcastle to London, The records of those j 
times show us that by the best kinds of coaches the pas- \ 1 
\ 


sengers had to endure “everlasting stoppages to change 
horses, and not less frequent demands for money by coach- 
men and guards ; the ill-prepared, high priced and hastily 
eaten meals at inns on the road; the crew of drunken, | 

) 


ragged, blear eyed porters, who beset you at starting and ‘ 
arrival; the close ii of arms and legs you were compelled 4 } 
to suffer; the children dishonestly thvuat in upon you and { 
squalling in your face; the bundle of musty straw in which ‘ 
your feet were plunged ; the broken windows and windows { 

1. “ Why, Joe, you down here? Howare you? Your 2. “Enjoying yourself, Joe? Why, of course you 3. “Feeling a bit better, eh, Joe? That's right, without straps for pulling % or letting down.” _\ dreary 


shat A ; H + j 2 i y; but how about the waggon. with 
young lady, I presume? By-the-by, I'm just going are! Keep it up, boy; keep it up. I'll see to your take a walk by yourself; it will do you good. Ta, ta, enough picture, surely ; : Hts ne Le { 
— to take a trip in my yacht. Come with me ?" “No, sweetheart.” “I that's sweetheart!" murmured thefair old boy! see you again anon.” “ And this is love and its overload of men and women all higgledy-piggledy in the , ’ 

) 
aif } 


tha—sa——"" “Oh! J shall take no refusal.” one. “No, thanks.” Then there was a sound of kissing. _friendship!” murmured Joe, “Oh! why was I born?” dark inthestraw? Decent people, too,among them, carrying 
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targe sume of money. And the writer says nothing of the dangers 
of the road, the upsets, broken bones and necks, and the inns 
harbousing highwaymen, and the drivers in league with them. 

For the robbery of the Bicester waggon, one Anthony Drury, 
Esquire, of Wendover, commonly known as The Smoky Chimney 
Doctor, was apprehended, tried and hanged. Drury was a man of 
education, cid had a fair income of his own, and was also married 
toa lady possessing fifteen hundred pounds. Having discovered a 
clever method of curing smoky chimneys, he, by its means, made 
as well a good deal of money. It was, therefore, difficult to under- 
stand why he should have turned highwayman, But, although 
married, he led a very irregular life, and was, no doubt, secretly 
pressed for means. 

In prison he “solemnly and constantly protested that it was no 
necessity that forced him on the base and wicked act, the sole 
cause of his committing it was the repeated solicitations of King, 
the waggoner, who, for a considerable time before, represented the 
attempt to him asa thing in no way dangerous, and which would 
bring him a very larze sum of ready money, and it was agreed the 
waggoner should have half the booty for his advice and assistance, 
and the better to conceal it, he was directed to rob King's wife.” 

While he lay under sentence of death, he “appeared rather per- 
plexed and confused than dispirited or dejected.” He wrote to 
several friends who he thought could get his sentence altered to 
one of transportation, and begged his wife to come and see him, 
but she made no reply to his pressing letters, and to a friend in the 
country he also wrote, asking him to solicit her not to desert him 
in his great calamity. The friend, however, replied, saying Drury's 
wife was too lame to put on her clothes,and had not money enough 
to defray the expenses of the journey to London, and he said 
that he himself could not come, as he had a cold, Poor Drury 
then “bethought himself of another expedient.” He informed 
Mra. Drury by letter that he had pawned some silver in London 
for four-and-twenty pounds ; that it was worth double that amount, 
and might be lost on his death. To this his friend wrote him bacé& 
that if anybody would take the plate out, Mrs, Drury would repay 
them. When Drary got this letter, “he saw his wife did not desire 
he should live.” 

At the place of execution his courage did not desert him, and in 
a firm voice he repeated what he had said about the waggoner, He 
spoke to some friends standing near, and having “exhorted the 
people to live virtuously, and be warned by his example, submitted 
patiently to his fate.” But whether the guilt was ever brought 
ome to Bob King, the jolly waggoner, history sayeth not. 


. * * * *. * 
“ Billiam,” once again the Babelet bleated, “he had an unkind 
wife. But why, oh why, oh Billiam! do per-ons persist in marrying?” 
“Don't know rightly,” said Bill the Bloodshot. ‘“S'pose you 
write and ask the proprietor of the Matrimonial News. He'll 
give you 10,000 good reasons why.” 
(Next week,“ The Marrying Man.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— 

cB J Comesponden wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do wot inclose loose stamps. 


Epwarp J. HuLLER (Battle).—No, dear boy, we cannot part 
with it. Send coupons in separate-——E. M. JEXKINS lee Beige 
From Alexander Ross, 2\° Lamb's Conduit Street, London, WiC. 
— JAMES CRoss.—All right, old chappie. It was our fault, was 
it? You can't help bving Cross, but you need not be angry.— 
J. WHEELER.— Your sketches are not of any use tous ; nevertheless 
accept our thanks. ——KARL.— You are mistaken, You must. se 
inthe coupons inthe usual manner, and wait until you are lucky. 
—R.L. B.— Where is your patience, old boy? Try again — 
F. H. MortTON (Salop).—Addison is the author of the énes you 
mis-quote,—— FREDERICK BLAKE.—Z/t is quite impossible that 
advertisements for Tootsic's Matrimonial Agency” can be inserted 
as avon as received, You must await your turn —H. DOWNING. 
—Impossible! Try your luck inthe Nursery Rhymes” ; that's 
el only way to obtain the coveted distinction, — SAMUEL 

3IRTON.— Thanks for letter and newspaper cutting. They seem to 
appreciate the FLO.M., as he deserves, in your town.—FIVE 

EARS’ READER.—OA, certainly! How can it possibly matter 
whether you send your coupons by post or deliver them L, hand? 
—UC18.— Yes ; certainly —_ ALFRED GREEN.—Many thanks, 

—o— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded toany Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-Sree : 
3 Months, 1s 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivsques and Bovksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue ne LA BANQUE. 


SLOPER’S NURSERY RHYMES. 

£1:1:0 

And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 
Best Nursery Rhyme, hacing for its first line the words, 


A GERMAN, ONE HENRY OF BATTENBERG. 


Please write on Post-Curds only, and address— 
“GRAN DMAMMA,” 
“THE QLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
*.° The List will close SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 20TH, 1890, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~— 


BELINDA BLADDER'Ss latest betrothed had just returned from 
Switzerland, and was taking tons of biscuit withall highly coloured 
accounts of his ascents. “ You see,” he exclaimed, “1 am by nature 
a mountain climber.” And the Olive Branch, who had been super- 
naturally quiet for ten consecutive minutes, weighed in with, “We 
all know that. Belinda’s always saying she thinks you are a 
regular goat.” ae 

. 


Snipper. Hallo, Snapper! Where have you been? 

Snapper. Been up to the “ Athletes.” 

Snipper. What, after the pretty daughter? 

Snapper. Yes; 1 asked her for her hand. 

Snipper. Did she give it you? 

Snapper, Yes—on the ear; anda precious heavy hand I found 
it; my head rings still. os 


“T OBJECT to playing pitch-and-toss,” as the mild mannered 
man remarked to the mad bull. But, rolens rolens, he went the 
way of all flesh on the horns of a bovine dilemma, for the bull was 
a confirmed gamb(ol)ler. ee 

= 


WE'REa merry family, party, and are having a high old time in the 
recently discovered country, from whose Eastbourne no traveller 
returus without regret. And Nellie Nixmydolly, in a motherly 
moud, took upon herself the burden of catering for us. All went 
well until one day, at breakfast, she asked us what we thought of 
her asacaterer. Anda still, small voice replied that she was just 
the article, Al copper bottomed, for Succi. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 333.—The “ Aberystwith Bathing " Costume, 


Custumer (who has been turning 
over everything in the shop). T'm 
tired of the lobster, potted shrimp, 
and that kind of thing. What are | 


these sardines? Shopkeeper. Sprats | Managed to spot one of his numerous 
in Mil and bed at that. P | creditors half a mile away. | 


Flight of impecunious artist, who has 


Ruth, So that is the winner of the St. Leger. But surely you don't keep the 
horse only to win races ? 

Stable boy (sarcastically), Oh, no, not at all; weain't sich fools, When our 
brewer's ‘oss goes lame, we Jends ours to do the work. Then sometimes the 
guv'nor's uncle borrows it to draw coals. For the remainder o' the time we 
hires it out to the cat’s-meat man, who shows it round to his customers as a 
specimen o' the meat he supplies 


“i | 
| 
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A TYPE OF BEAUTY. 
A young lady who thinks THE ‘SISTERS TARTLET. 
men of the present day are ex- T'm a little timid am 
tremely shy and backward, Of the men I am a‘ am I, ete., etc. 
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It was in a smoking compartment on the Smash 

the Lot Over Line, where one of the passengers, ho whe once 
the vilest mixture ever sold under the name of tobacco, refused tc 
put the window down. After awhile, the gentleman Opposite 
observed, “Excuse me, sir, but do you suffer from lumbago or 
rheumatism?” “Neither, sir,” was the indignant reply. “Why 
should you think that?" . “I thought so,” answered the other, 
insinuatingly, “because your back is so bad.” The contumacious 
passenger thought it over for about five minutes, and then put 
down the window. oe 

* 


AN unknown wretch to us once telephoned, 
1. I my i pepsin, an eo — ? 
y should dry toast be thought to be high-to: ? 
Because it's always Eaton Square!” aatoeee 
s*¢ 


s 
SLOPER's feelings have been hurt again. “The only cheque of 
yours as I saw ever cashed,” said the pot carrying minion of the 
Blue Pig,” * would be them lightning cheque breeches of yours, and 
I don't know that I'd get more tnan 2d. on 'em—and then they'd 
only come in useful, cut up in six inches square, to light the copper 
fire with. I do own they would blaze a bit, as well as any patent 
fire lighter, for there's been enough neat spirits spilt over ‘em to 
set the Thames on fire.” a 


Jones, Hallo, old man! Been away? 

Smith, Yes; been down to Slocumb-on-Sea, 

Jones. How did you like it? 

Smith, Very much indeed—perfectly peerless. 

Jones, | thought it was a very one horse place. Why, there isn't 
any pier. 

‘Smith. Well, that was what I said, wasn't it? 

* 


s 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Spillikin, “the woman may have been friendly 
towards me, yet she was low-born and she was vulgar. I think she 
must, somehow or the other, have been connected with the black- 
ing trade, considering how pomesenuly she carried on, treading on 
Spillikin's pumps under the table—one of those double chested 
hussies of lines of beauty, swinging and looking under the corner 
of the eyelid like a mouse under. al itchen shovel!” 


s. 
“Doers your wife ever give you boiled beans and bacon for 
dinner?” “ Well, she frequently gives me beans!" 
* 


Mistress. Why have you given notice, Mary? Are you not 
satisfied with the place? 

Mary. Oh, yes'm, the place is all right; but you see, m’m, my 
friends all go out of town the end of September ; they goes hoppin’, 
and, in course, I likes to go with them, m’m. 


s 

Mr. PENHECKER had some friends in to supper the other even- 
ing, and, during the meal, the conversation turned upon marriage. 
“My wife and I were engaged for seven ors observed one 
gentleman. “ Did you know your wife well before you married?” 
“No, 1 did not,” replied poor Pen., with his habitual frankness ; 
“1 wish I had.” And then the concert n, and his amiable wife 
made him wish he hadn't known her at all. 


s 
AT Brighton or on Margate Fort 
Natural beauties count for naught ; 
At Hastings or on Folkestone 
Lovely woman is still the cheese. 


From Ilfracombe to Scarboro’ Cliff, 
Where'er folks go sea air to sniff— 
Even at fair Killarney’s Lake 

Lovely woman still takes the cake, 


s 
TOOTSIE was rounding on Lord Bob, the other day, for taking 
some girl a walk on the pier at Penzance, an act of faithlessness 
which his lordship strongly denied. In the midst of it, Tottie 
Goodenough came in, aca he appealed to her. “Fancy!” he 
exclaimed. “The idea of-my going a walk on the pier with a girl! 
Isn't it ridiculous?’ “1 should think it was,” replied Tottie. “The 


” 


idea of any girl going with you is too ridiculous for anything ! 
| nd 


s 

Clara. Look at those lovers, Mr. Punner. I do like to watcha 
good spoon ; I think it is so interesting. 

Mr. Punner. Humph! Yes ; naturally, a spoon would often be 
im-tea-resting—of course it would. 2 
[* Oh ! Sal Volatile, where am I? 

* 


“TI suPPOSE he really loves her, after all, or I don't suppose he 
would go on keeping his shaving rey in that old boot of hers, and 
using that half #9 stay-busk to curl his moustache on. Of course 
he loves the girl! Tass round the Geneva.” 


s 
“1 PLATTER myself on being an antiquary,” said Bladder pater. 
And the Twiglet chimed in, “ Yes; Mr. Snarler says some ol your 
wheezes are as old as the hills.” ¢ 


“I HOPE you give me credit for being an honest man,” saida 
wide ‘un to a tradesman. And the counter-vaulter plied, “Oh, 
yes! but I won't give you credit for anything in my shop. 

ss? 


s 
“ AVAUNT, thou grizzled and gruesome hag! Thou bestrider of 
a broomstick, away with thee!” Thus SLOPER apostrophises the 
low souled vixen who writes to ask us if F.0.M. doesn’t stand for 
Fickle Old Masher. *\° 


HE was dead nuts on amateur photography, and, armed with a 

rtable camera, he went out on a holiday, and’ succeeded ins il 
ing enough glass to ruof a conservatory and enough chemicals to 
brew a hogshead of temperance drinks. A party of tasty girls 
approached, and he fixed up his most killing glance. He felt so 
nice when the tastiest tartlet approached and asked him, “ My good 
man, will you take us all ina group for ninepence?” He thought 
it positively rude. *.* 


SHE was passing fair, all gold and ca 
Such as the angels oft are painted. f A 
Hush ! the angel speaks: “ Stand us a drink !’ 
*T was too, too much, and so I fainted. 
s 
* 

ONE of the most wonderful things in the world is our familiar 
guide and friend the private secretary. Likea lame duek following 
up the village postman, under the impression that the letters are 
slices of cool refreshing turnip, he cometh after us as we wander 
down the Strand. Sometimes he overtaketh us ; then, in the words 
of Tennyson, he is boozed up to the knocker—and even if he 
doesn’t overtake us, we, having finished our long trail of drinks 
westward, turn tail and come back again. He meets us half-way : 
we meet him half-way; and there is ever the faithful “ growler 
waiting on the off chance that when we do fall against each other 
we shall both fall backwards, and there will be yet another one 
ready for that off-bed in Charing Cross Hospital. 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture to be given to the readers of “ ALLY Svoren’s Harr Tone 
DAY,” és an oil painting by FREDERICK BARNARD, measuring 66 én, x SU IN, 
a handsome gold frame, and entitled, 


“CORIN AND TOUCHSTONE.” 


Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this ba 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address, any time before September 


Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” 
“THE SLOPERTES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


4° This Picture ts on View every Friday afternoon between 3 p.m. and 6 p.m. 
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Saturday, September 13, 1890.) 
TOOTSIE AT PENZANCE. 


THE “ First and Last,” Land's End. Yes, dears, here we are at 
lunch at the inn above-named, and pretty tired, too! Perhaps, if 
ou try very 
d, you may 
recollect that 
last week we 
were at Lowes- 
toft. Lowes- 
toft is, if you 
refer to your 
map, not quite 
exactly next 
door to Pen- 
zance; but 
that's Bob's 
idea of a per- 
sonally con- 
ducted tour, 
and so we have 
crossed from 
one end of 
England to 
: the other. 
ae 
‘\ & gran e, 
a bet there la toc 
> much to see in 
one week. The 
Rev. Stebbing 
Shaw, in 1788, 
says—“It is 
computed that 
there are not 
fewer than 
40,000 miners daily under ground in the tin mines of Cornwall ; 
yet these people, amidst darkness and confinement, seem as 
happy as others who possess a wider range of action. This 
retlection to us is a melancholy one; yet we must not estimate 
the enjoyment or the misery of others by our own feelings.” 
Good old Stebbing! I haven't yet had time to inspect all 
the tin, copper and silver mines of Cornwall, but I am led to 
believe that the poor miners do come to the surface occasionally, 
and tind time enough to away a few gallons and go home and 
bang their wives. The Rev, 8. S. would appear to have been a 
genial old gentleman, something like Mr. Pickwick, who toddled 
around, note-book in hand, putting down his little mems., and, 
between whiles, good substantial dinners, at one of which he was 
served with a dessert of tarts and clotted cream. “A composition,” 
says he, “to me more pleasing than anything I had ever tasted.” 

‘at the Land’s End the Bristol and British Channels commingle, 
but Billy, who has sampled them out of a tin toy-pail, says they 
tusted about the same on both sides and in the middle, too. The 

Dook, 

mean- 
while, was 
exploring 
the distant 
country, 
and reports 
that Corn- 
wall is re- 

markable 
for its 
swimming 
stones, 
Stannary 
laws, 80a 

rocks anc 

goats, and 
that one of 
the latter 
helped him 
over a gate 
by more or 
less friend- 
ly assist- 
ance from 
the rear, 

Penzance 
is about 
ten miles 
from the 

Land's 
End, and is 

chietly 
notable for the absence of its pirates. We are there, at the 
“Queen's,” to the table d’héte of which the Hon, Billy does ample 
justice, even although we have shamed my Lord Bob into adding 
sixpence per diem to Billy’s ma’s two-and-six per week, to enable 
him to take the rough edge off the wolf, middle day, with bread 
and cheese and four ale, this, with five buns per diem, getting him, 
somehow or other, pretty well through the week. But, oh, dear! 
he's a perfect cyclone at Sunday's dinner. 

Penzance, as you know, is the last station in the west of England. 
They call there the tourists from other counties “people from 
England.” Cornwall has been put in the corner so long, it doesn't 
recollect its mistress’ face or the name of the establishment it 
belongs to. However, nobody minds much. There is a boot and 
shoe market on a Thursday, which you ought not to miss, for the 
dresses of the miners’ wives and fisherwomen are wonderful to 
behold. There are, too, no end of delightful drives, and if you 
Wwaat to see the quaintest of old towns, go on to St. Ives. 

, At Penzance 
the bathing is 
good, and once 
ngain the snap- 
piest suit of 
dippers” has 
fetched the 
town, and mine 
owners are at 
my feet. 

Cornwall 
abounds in mar- 
vellous stories of 
fairies, demons, 
mermaids and 
mermen, though 
1 have not as yet 
seen any; but I 
have come across 
a fipsy who has 
told me some 
quite too as- 
tounding things 
about a dark man 
and a fair man 
and a man_be- 
between the 
colours, and I 
am to be offered 
a present, but I 
must not accept 
it if I value my 
future happi- 
; r ness. © # @ 
Rob nas just bought me one of the very sweetest hats you 


ane Shall I retuse it? Not me! He might give it to that 
«irda! 


Awkward for His Grace. 


Billy allays the pangs. 


A fortune telling gipsy. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 
To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TT 


Cut vut and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to :— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shue Lane, London, B.C, 


“ Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” September 13th, 1890. 


.n O@cupation, if any 


How many times applied... 


How long a Purchaser of} le eee 
the “ Half-Holiday” 


The List for this week will close on Tucsday evening neat, 
September Vth. The List for September 6th will be published in 
the “ HALF-HOLIDAY” for September 20th, 


214th WEEK. 


LIST FOR AUGUST 80th. 
The following Twenty Applicants have been given 


“SLOPER” WATCHES: 


. ALBERT W. GANGE, 39 Frithville Gardens, Shepherd's Bush. Age, 44 
years. Subscriber—312 weeks. LONDON, 

. MATTHEW JAMES HOUSTON, Newsagent, 10 Hooper Road, Custum 
House. Age, 16 years. Subscriber—6 years. LONDON. 

} ARTHUR FOX, Warehouse Boy, 168 Mare Street, Hackney. Age, 14 yeurs. 
Subseriber—from No. 8, LONDON, 

. MARTHA THOMPSON, Shop Girl, Duke Street. Age, 20 years. Sub- 
scriber—since No, 2. ATHY (Co. Kildare), 

. MISS BROOKS, Oathurst. Age, 29 years. Subscriber—since the first. 
BAMPTON (Grou). 

. M. G. HITCHCOX, Junior, Clerk, 23 South Bar Street. Age, 21 yeurs. 
Subscriber—since commencement. BANBURY. 

. EDWARD BAILEY, Milkman, 134 Elm Grove, Age, 33 years. Subscriber— 
from beginning. BRIGHTON. 

. W. NEALE, Clerk, 93 High Street. Age, 22 years. Subscriber—since 
January, 1885. BROMSGROVE, 

9. THOS. JOHN COLLINS, Carpenter, South Street. Bahenrine ore . ad 

'OWEY. 


10, ALEXR. C. HARVEY, Grocer, 61 Seamore Street. Age, 25 inet Sub- 
scriber—since first issue. G Ow. 
11. GEORGE BATES, Farmer, Stone Hall, Balcombe. Age, 39 years. Subscriber 
re 33 weeks. HAYWARDS HEATH. 
12, THOMAS, BAINES, Apprentice, 9 Paragon. Age, 17 years, Subseriber— 
6 years. RAMSGATE, 
13, ALFRED KEMISH, Farmer, Oxleate Farm, Cupernham, Age, 25 years, 
Subscriber—over 5 years, ROMSEY. 
14, JOS. H. CLARE, Whitesmith, 7 Greenway Road. Age, 23 years. Subscriber 
—over 53 years. . RUNCORN. 
15. ANNIE DORMAN, Housekeeper, 20 George Street. Age, 37 years. Sub- 
acriber—4} years, ST. HELENS, 
16, JNO. WILSON, junior, Gardener, Handsworth. Age, 33 years. Subscriber— 
4 years, 41 weeks, SHEFFIELD. 
17, WALTER JEW, Surveyor, Ordnance Survey, Bridge Street. Age, 25 years. 
Subscriber—since January, 1855. SLIGO, 
18, A. G. SMITHERS, Dealer in Works of Art, °8 High Street. Age, 19 years. 
Subscriber—6 years. TUNBRIDGE WELLS. 
19, ALFRED H. WAREHAM, Clerk, High Road. Age, 16 years. Subscriber— 
5 years, 6 months, WIMBORNE, 
20, E. A. MOORE, Clerk, 43 Elizabeth Street. Age, 24 years, Subscriber —5 years, 
1 month. WORKINGTON, 


enmneesefest fs bb = 


THE AGE WE LIVE IN. 


WE have left behind the Bone Age, 
And the Iron Age is dead ; 
We are far away from the Stone Age, 
And the Golden Age has fled ; 
But the Age through which we're travelling, 
As we notice with pain and grief, 
Is an Age of contemptuous cavilling, 
Is an Era of Unbelief ! 


Does a prophet arise and tell us 
That the world will end full soon? 
We call him, with rancour zealous, 
A money securing loon, 
We knit, with a sage profundity, 
Our brows, and proclaim his tale 
Of creation’s moribundity 
Most exceedingly “like a whale !" 


Across all the broad Atlantic 
Does a swimmer declare he’s swum, 
We at once grow vicious and frantic, 
And call his exploit a “hum.” 
Has a faster proved his ability 
To accomplish a six weeks’ fast ? 
We remark that he'd much facility 
Each night for a rich repast ! 


Has a bard, in a soulful lyric, 

Used stanzas that Wordsworth used? 
We declare him a vile empiric, 

Though Wordsworth he’s ne‘er parsed: 
And a man who's ticketless travelling 

By rail is proclaimed a thief 
In this age of contemptuous cavilling, 

In this Era of Unbelief! 


ee 


ROUGH ,ON ALLY. 

“THERE'S no doubt there's nothing like fondness for animals,” 
said ALLY, as he polished the pewter counter of the “Blue Pig” 
with his elbow. “You was always fond of yourself,” said the 
Blue Pigger, “and you're beast enough for anything.” This hurt 
ALLY'S feelings. However, The Great One is not to be bluffed in 
his eloquence. “I like the four- footed,” he said. “That's true 
enough,” said the Blue Pigger ; “ what we like we generally like to 
imitate, and I never knew a bloke in all my life who, on account 
of his “ Unsweetened,” was more given to going ri on his fours 
than you.” ALLY says there's too much of this ‘ere sharpness 
xoing about. He doesn't want to regard himself as a bald headed 
razor sharpened on a strop of leaving-shop tickets. 


YOUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ALLY SLOVER'S HALP-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
trices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been engaged, Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address), All letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above regulations, 
Owing to the enormous number of letters received, answers cannot be guaranteed 
within sourteen days, but will be Jorwarded as early as possible, 
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PEDLEY’S REVENGE. 


—_—~- 
MOTHER used to say Pedley was born to be a photographic artist. 
So, when he grew up, and got apprenticed to a travelling pho- 

tographer, we 

felt that Destiny 
had got some- 
thing to do with 
it. He hada 
liking for the 
business from 
the first, and got 
on so well that 
in four years’ 
time he had 
bought his mas- 
ter out of the 
hand -cart and 
general stock-in- 
trade, and had 
set up for him- 
self, Obviously, 
the nest thing 
to do was to fall 
in love—aud he 

did it. 

If ever a chap 
was gone on a 
ey it was Ped- 

ey on black 
eyed, bouncing 

‘olly Danvers. 
She was cook at 
a riverside pub- 
lic - house near 
Staines. And he 
took up his station outside on the towing-path, and photographed 
the ladies and gents as come by in pair-oars and stop to quench 
their thirst. 

That girl treated Pedley like an adder. She never told him she 
was engaged to a corporal of Fusiliers, which corporal was at 

present ou service in the West Indies. She was sugary, and let 


Sitting on the knee of a soldier. 


“When this you sce, remember me,” 


and a silver gilt brooch and earrings. She heard him talk of leaving 
the road and going into business, and never undeceived him, 

It was enough to make him distrust all womankinud and become 
a Miss Ann What-you-call-it straight away, to drop into the kitchen 
of that public promiscuous, as was his way,and find Polly Danvers 
sitting on the knee of a soldier in the uniform of the Fusiliers— 
which he did! She brazened it out, did Polly. Another girl would 
have turned as red as her a ribbons and sunk into the earth, but 
she stood up as bold as you like, and, says she, “ This is my young 

Ve man home from 

“ the West Indies. 
Mister Thoms 
Atkins, Mr. 
Pedley, our 
local photo- 
grapher.” 

An arrow 
went through 
Vedley's vitals 
as she spoke 
those words, but 
he commanded 
his feelings and 
stood drinks 
round, ‘Thomas 
Atkins looked a 
strong, powerful 
fellow. Vedley 
looked upon 
oe with a 
basilisk eve, and 
drank her 
health ironical, 
and began tuo 
see his way to 
na revenge by 
the time they 
were half-way 
through the se- 
cond quartern. 

It tempted 
Atkins’ vanity, the idea which Pedley artfully dropped into his 
mind. He would be photographed in a group with Polly. Pedley 
arranged to be ready for ‘em at twelve o'c ock, He had got in 
his biggest plate, for he meant to do ‘em justice. Never was any 
photographer more particular about a group than Pedley. 

“Stick your chin out a little more, sir, The lady's feet well 
forward in the foreground, if you please.” 

He went against all the rules of photographic propriety, and the 
result was inexpressible. 

T. Atkins came out with a squint. One of his hands quite over- 
shadowed Polly, as a parasol might have done, and his lovely 
straight legs were the reverse of straight in the picture. Polly's 
mouth stretched from ear to ear, aud her feet threw both their 
figures into the shade. 

And Pedley said, “No, he wouldn't charge ‘em for the picture 
since they didn't like it. He would put it in his specimen-case and 
write both their names underneath, to show people that they were 
human beings and not a couple of chimpanzees, as might be thought. 

Then he turned feet 
his back on 'em, 
and left Atkins 
cussing and Polly 
Danvers in 
hysterics, for she 
was a conceited 
minx, and he 
took to the road 
again. 

He's never 
thought of mar- 
riage since, 
When a young 
woman shows 
him, in the way 
they do, that she’s 

ot her eye on 
tim, he points 
out the picture 
of Polly in the 
show-case. And 
he tells her the 
story, and asks 
her if she thinks 
the withered 
what - d'ye-call-it 
will ever bloom 
again, and she 
goes away dis- 
ted. 


“Stick your chin out a little more.” 


It might have He turned his back on ‘em. 

comforted him a 

bit to'know that T. Atkins proved as false to Polly as Polly had 
been to him; and that she married a sweep in despair; and that 
the sweep whacks her, especially ow Saturday nights. 
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" (Saturday, September 18, 1890, 


“How horrid it is wearing 

low necked dresses this chanve- 

able weather, is it not, dear + 
Just venture on the balcony 

| without a wrap, and you nearly 
— death, Oh, those 

= a $ | men, they little know what we 
COLLISION OFF MARGATE. | “Whatdo you think, Mr, Horsly,is the main feature of female beauty?” | suffer for their sakes."— é- 


© Have a ride, mur, only tuppence, and go by | i 
: Neraulf 2" pence: Bm 6o.N9 | “Ob, I really beg your pardon,” “Don't mention it ; I like it.” “Main feature? Ol -er—her hair, I s'pose. | tract from letter of young lady. 


ROOTRIES FRIENDS: | DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS CLARA JECKS. 


1 


hat, not having a dudeen handy. “ Whither goest thou, SLUPER?"” “To the Divil’s you, Miss Jecks.” “ Pardon me, Miss Louisa Ann Ferguson.” “ Indeed, I really thoughe § 
Bridge, acushla!" Mrs. Sloper shuddered, “ And where is that?” “In Connemara, was addressing——" “Don't mention it.”——(4). Here the young lady beckon A 2 
ould Oireland. Weep not for me, darlint, and don't wait supper.”"——(2). And The «a member of the Irish constabulary. “Sergeant O'Reilly, kindly show sus ee i j 
Eminent tore himself away, leaving his tear-drenched wife on the threshold, and was man the way out.” (£.7ti.) —(5). “Sure, and OI—ALLY, old boy !" “Shine! be 
soon hurrying down the Strand in the direction of the Adelphi Theatre, for to inter- | same; well, what's up?" “I came to interview Miss Clara Jecks, but that young 


No, 147.—Miss LILLIE PELLATT. 
“At Beauty ’< sl.rine I worship once again.” 
—The Dook Snook. 
© Beloved one, my heart beats but for thee!” —Lord bob. 


“ Alas! thie maiden’s smiles are not reserved for me !" 
—The Hon. Billy. 


——_——-- — —— ——S— 


person——.” “Why, that was Miss Jecks —see! (takes a programme from his b Mt) : 
Louisa Ann Ferguson—Miss Clara Jecks. Sold, dear boy, Never mind, come in my 
dressing room “and have a drink.” 


view Miss Clara Jecks was his object.—(3). A. SLOPER, having sent in his card 
and been admitted, “My dear, and talented young lady, this indeed is a proud 


| 
(1). Mother, my umbrella,” cried A. SLOPER, as he stuck a churchwarden in his | you; but why am I indebted to you for this visit?” “Iam simply here to interview 
{ moment. I, like you, am not unknown to fame; T,like von—" “Do vou ? Thank 


THE ELDER !S AGAIN INDISPOSED. 


‘ 
‘ = AT 
- “6 : laut 
F (1). “That cucumber is telling on me, Tammie,” said the Elder. (2). “ This,” said the leader of the Polytechnic Society doing the (3). After the usual proceedings, the Elder struggled into his kilt, saying, “ There's rite 
a ) Aud Tammie replied, “Dinna blame the puir cucumber; it's Highlands, “is the way the Natives retire to rest; “it is very cool- nae peace in this land, noo, for dug, devil, or hedgehog.” ‘ithe wou with 
{ drink, ye shameless heethin.” ing, you see.” (N.B.—The Elder is now suffering from severe neuralgia in the nose. 
me Oh 
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Saturday, September 13, 1890.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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“He -combed-kig-kair- 
witbReske ‘leg. of-~+ckain. 
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7 DROP APENNY 
{ in THE SLOT 
Fun 15 FEET 
3 2 ' A 
Gre -Docbor’s- Orders No “more FAPGICR “dibs 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
The weath——no, confound it! I won't write the word. I’m sure my patrons must be thoroughly | thivres together mect Their winter  p pisad to try complete :—These strapping pair of borers bold 
tired of it by now; | know I am. But surely the good old mellow month of September will not | When ready find that pi, Be been suld :—Fursake the Alps before too late, Fur many there have met 
peeve false to us. No, I cannot think so. Proceed, please :— Behold now here,a night between Two | their fate :—In Birmingham, so Lam told, The gas in pennyworths is sold.—\n expectation of a 
lurbers who great friends had been :—This punishment, ‘tis rery clear, Was not by any means | long and dreary winter, the burglars have already met in council. So, taking one thing with 
secere :—Of course, the poor man was not tight ; Twas but his way to show delight :—The merry \ another, we are likely to have a lively time of it ——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
MARRIAGE FELICITY. 
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Schoulmaster, What letter of the alphabet comes after F ? 
Hoy. 1 don't know, sir. 2 
Schoolmaster, What dues your father say to the donkey when be 
wants him to come up? 
Boy. He hits him with a brick, sir, 
y 
- —_. 
. | Son-in-Lavw (angrily). Am I master of my own Louse or not? Away, woman! or— ASSY-NINE. 
; Nursery rhyme illustrated by Alexandry —“ reuttd had a little | Mother-in-Law, Woman, sir! Don't call me woman. Gentleman (in hurry). Want my portrait taken—quick ! So look 
“3 awD, he lamb is inclined to be a little bit sulky; it is sup- | Son-tn-Law, You are right, madam, I forgot myself. I apologise, and wit!draw my remark, | sharp. 
I*se1 because Mary bas forgotten to bring the mint sauce out You are no woman ! \ Photographer, Right yer are, sir; don't lose any time ; do it Ly 
e. With her, ' {But still poor old mother-in-law was not satisfied. deputy. 
wt s 7 —_ 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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A GIN AND WATER CARNIVAL, 

NOWADAYS, it’s not often that A. SLOPER has an opportunity of 
putting people on to a real youd thing ; but he unhesitatingly says, 
> if you want 
half an hour's 
hearty laugh- 
ter, go to the 
French  Exhi- 
Hition,and visit 
Mr. Mansell's 
Water  Carni- 
val, where, 
twice daily, 
is performed 
Lootsie’s Elape- 
ment; or, Ally 
Sloper'’s Llalt- 
Hididay. Here 
you may see 
Real Water, 
Real Fun, Real 
Boats, and 
what's — more, 
Real Girls. 
The latter are 
none of your 
nasty, made up 
article, but 
Real, Live, Well Conditioned, Well Cared For “ Friv.” Girls, 
A. SLOPER is not gaing to tell you the plot of this interesting 
little piece, because it would take what Alexandry calls the gilt 
olf the gingerbread nuts when you go to see it. But you must 
take ALLY's word for it—it really is well worth seeing, and was the 
talk of Paris while the Exhibition was on. The Mildewed and 
Moth Eaten Fabric hereby makes oath as follows: “I have no 
vecuniary interest in this show whatsomedever, nor has Mr. 
Mansell promised me half a dozen bottles of * Unsweetened,’ pro- 
Mog I give him a good notice. What I have stated is fair, honest 
and legitimate criticism.” > Thank Heavens, then, there is still one 

English Critic left who is as pure as ice, as white as snow ! 

s 3 


* 
THERE is no truth in the report that Billiam Higgins has joined 
General Booth, At the same time, he has a leaning towards those 
red jerseys with “ Biood and Fire” on them. 


* 

THE skill attained by constant players of lawn tennis is rendering 
that pastime somewhat unpopular insome quarters, The contention 
isthatsucha numberof people 
nowadays play so tinea ame, 
that merely moderate players 
stand no chance, the game 
rag ang greatacertainty for 
the best player to prove in- 
teresting. A determined 
effort to revive croquet will 
be made next year. There is 
little to recomnmend the game 
beyond the opportunity it 
gives of pleasing intercourse 
with the fair sex, Indeed, 
croquet and flirtation are 
synonymous. But, consider- 
ing how our girls seem to be 
yearning for the more manly 
pastime of cricket, golf, and 
even football, the revival of 
a game so essentially femi- 
nine can meet with little 
success, +8 


WeEare now ready tosupply 
the British Nation, gratis, 
with tablets of Sloper’s Soap 
—thatis, if the British Nation 
will call at “The Sloperies” 
and take the cake away with 
them, We cannot promise to 
post this latest toilet luxury to 
anyone, she Countess or 
First Rowist. A. SLOPER has no intention of commissioning either 
Sir Frederick Leighton or Sir John Everett Millais to paint pictures 
of “Sloper’s First Tub” or “I'd Rather Lather Father than Father 
Lather Me,” in order to draw attention to his latest novelty. The 
excellence of the article itself, and the following testimonial from 
Dr. Duncan McGooseley, Ph.D., F.C.S., F.LC., the eminent ally- 
nytical chemist, should be suflicient. 


s 

PROFESSOR MCGOOSELEY writes :—“ As a rule, I never use soap, 
I find pumice-stone and a bit of emery-paper more effectual. Still, 
my ally-nytical and practical experience at the ‘Sloper Arms,’ now 
extending over some fifty years, justities me in saying that the 
ae Soap comes up to my ideal of perfection, and it may be used 
with perfect confidence for cleaning saucepans and stables, or, if 
you prefer it, upon the tenderest and most sensitive skin—even that 
of a new born rhinoceros. My fee for this opinion is £47 3s. 24d.” 


* 

THE action of Pears r. SLOPER is unavoidably postponed until 
after the Long Vacation. Sir Charles Russell, who is retained for 
the Eminent, writes, “ Never mind about fees ; I'll take it out in 
soap.” x 

* 


AT present. crowded houses.seem to be the rule rather than the 
exception at the Promenade Concerts at Covent Garden Theatre. 
It may be sug- 
gested that this 
is due to the 
cold evenings 
we have been 
having lately 
driving the 
public to 
search for in- 
door in prefer- 


ence to. out- 
door amuse- 
ments. There, 


ot course, may 
be some truth 
in this, but we 
ure rather in- 
. clined to be- 

~ lieve that the 
\ excellency of 
the programme 
provided — by 
the manage- 
ment is the 
chief cause of 
their _popular- 
itv. That gen- 
eral manager, 
Freeman Tho- 
mas, caters very liberally for the tastes of his patrons,and Gwyllym 
Crowe resumes his old position of conductor, the result being that 
the orchestral portion of the pomenme is delightful. We have 
only to mention the names of Barrington Foote, Ben Davies and 
Belle Cale to show that the warbling part of the entertainment is 
as well taken care of as can be desired. 


IN some towns in Holland, when a young man wishes to ask a 
maiden to wed him, he obtains a cake, and, proceeding to the home 
of his sweetheart, lays it be- 
fore heronthe table. Should 
our Dutch friend's hopes be 
doomed to be blighted, the 
lady takes up the cake, wraps 
it in paper, and places it 
again on the table, from 
whence the disappointed one 
must take it and leave the 
house, Should his suit be 
welcome, though, the coy 
maid takes up the cake and 
eats it, and then they join 
hands and kiss. If_ this 
custom was followed in 
England, many a member of 
the male sex would be thank- 
ful, for a fellow never looks 
a bigger ass than when on 
his hel he lisps forth a 
tale of love into the ears of 
his lady-love, who is secretly 
laughing in her sleeve at his 
absurd position, 


s 

THE following extract 
from the Ghronicle of Crime, 
compiled by Alexandry and 
revised by one William 
Higgins, will be read with 
interest, as it shows the 
extraordinary popularity of The Eminent Littérateur :—* Tuesday, 
August 26th.—The Tottering Fabric, with his spouse and the 
Elder MacNab, ran down to Snaresbrook, to be present at a 

rden party, given by Mr. Tomlin, at the ‘Eagle Hotel.’ The 
eturn was not quite so impressive as the start. Zhursday, August 
28th.—The Old Joss-pot went down to ‘The Greyhound’ at 
Dulwich, to act as umpire in a cricket match between eleven 
ladies and eleven gentlemen of the theatrical and music - hall 
professions. Umpire! why, he don’t know no more about cricket 
than Boulanger Shakebacon does. ‘Friday, August 29th.—The 
Mangey Mushroom, accompanied by a very gummy crew, was 
present at a Concert and Presentation, given by Brother Still, at 
the ‘ Pride of Southwark’ Lodge. I have not seen the Head of 
the House so bosky since he went to his uncle's funeral a few years 
back. Saturday, August 30th.—That Hypnotized Fossil of a 
father o’ mine weighed in at the Friendly Societies’ Féte at the 
Priory, Walthamstow. He commenced the day on gin; he ended 
it on a shutter we had to borrow from the greengrocer’s next door.” 


2 

A first class return ticket and £10 given away weekly for a 
trip to the Seaside, A, SLOPER has read with deep interest the 
move that has been made on behalf 
of his friends the Sandwich Men. He 
says friends because he claims to 
have advertised as much in this way 
as anyone living; at the 
same time, he admits that 2 
ls, 6d. per day is a very 
homeopathic emolument. <7 
Speaking for himself, The 
Eminent is ready to pay 
more in future 
for the use of 
these gentle- 
men's backs, 
and as a sort of 
penance, he is 
now sandwich- 
ing it himself 
at Aberystwith, 
and imploring 
people to com- 
pose a four line 
verse on that 
téwn, and to 
post it, with 
their name and 


address, toge- 
ther with this 
paragraph, to 
* ALLY THE TRIPPER,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, 
London, E.C, ee 
= 


“On, God! that bread should be so dear 
And flesh and blood so cheap!” 
Thomas Hood's “ Song of the Shirt "—not SLOPER’s; he ain't got 
one. Sandwichers don't ave shirts. 
s 


A FIRST class return ticket to Tenby, and £10, have been for- 
warded to GEORGE GREENE, 26 Koupell Street, Waterloo Road, 
London, 8.E., for the best four line verse on Tenby. Even if we 
lived in Russia, we’d out with it :— 

T'd fain at Tenby spend a week, released from Mammon's sordid grind ; 
But woe is me! in vain I seek and strive a fitting rhyme to find! 

With City smoke my wits are dull, my poetry all goue adrift : 

ALLY, be kind and bountiful—give a poor luckless dog a lift! 


Poor old chappie! Why say another word ? Reguiescat in pace. 


* 

THE Sea Serpent has been dethroned. It can no longer boast of 
being the biggest gooseberry of the dead season, for it has been 
supplanted by loveliness in the shape of 
a mermaid. One of these charming 
creatures, so it is stated, has been seen 
wagging her tail and disporting herself 
playfully off the Orkneys, and playing 
sad havoc with the hearts of the islanul 
mashers. Many efforts have been 
made by several amorous youths to 
capture the ravely siren, but up to now 
she has very easily evaded their grasp, 
diving deep into the sea when they 
have approeched to within about three 
hundred yards of her. If | 
the girls of Orkney will 
take our advice, they will 
use their best endeavours 
to destroy, or drive froin 
out their seas, this ob- 
noxious creature: other- 
wise their peace of mind 
will be sadly troubled by 
the fickleness of their 
male companions. 


* 

PARIS possesses an 
automatic machine, from 
which, by simply placing 
a halfpenny in the slot, 
can be obtained a pail- 
ful of either cold, tepid 
or hot water. This ought 
to be taken upin London, 
The cold water is im- 
material. and perhaps so the tepid. But with the hot water it is 
very different. There would be no necessity to have large fires 
in the middle of summer for the purpose of obtaining hot water 
to scrub down the house. Sarah has simply to proceed to the 
nearest hot water provider, and the deed is done. 


(Saturday. September 13, 1890, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING SEPTEMBER 20TH, 1890, 
: . 

14th September, 1731.—‘“This being Holyrood Day 
King’s huntsmen hunted their free buck in Rich Sew », the 
with bloodhounds, according to custom.” onmene News, 


Se 
15th September, 1884.—A correspondent of De 
Telegraph writes under this date :—“ Some eportamnen vice whet 
a field, when they saw a large fox running from the direction of tke 
cliffs towards the Dover and Deal Bal roney at @ great pace al 
evidently embarrassed. It was then noticed that he was pursued |, 
a large number of rooks and starlings, which were tluttering «; it 
a few feet over him. They were following evidently in any a 5 
they frequently made a pounce with their beaks upon his head. | ‘p 
last Reynard reached cover and disappeared. The birds remain 
hovering for some time over the spot, but at length flew back 

towards the cliff.” ‘ 
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16th September, 1824.—In the courtyard of the Palace of 
Versailles is a clock with one hand, called U'Jlorloge de la mort dy 
Roi, It contains no works, but consists merely of a face, in th. 
form of a sun, surrounded by rays. On the death of a king. the 
hand is set to the moment of his demise, and remains unaltered 
until his successor has rejoined him in the grave. 


17th September, 1734.—The St. James’ Erening Post of 
this date says :—* When the Spaniards made the conquest of Italy 
and were sailing for Sicily, the Chevalier, afterwards the “ Pre. 
tender,” was on board ong of their ships with the young King of 
Naples, when the young Chevalier St. George's hat was Sows ott 
into the sea, There were several ofticious enough to endeavour to 
take it up ; but the Chevalier called out, ‘ Let italone; I will goand 
get another in England.’ Whereupon the young King of Naples 
threw his hat into the sea, and said,‘ And I will go along with you.’ 
At the end of his '45 adventures, he did, indeed, go bareheaded fur 
months, without even a hat or a roof to cower him.” 


18th September, 1830.—William Hazlitt died this day 
“He was,” says Julian Harcourt, “of the middle height and stoutly 
made. His complexion was dark, and_ his hair, in early life, thy 
most beautiful that can be conceived. jet black, and waving over 
his shoulders in ample and glosey ringlets. His face was by no means 
handsome, though his eyes were brilliant and intellectual, ais| 
every feature in it full of expression. To one not knowing him, 
his style of talking might have mppeared dictatorial and assuming. 
His deportment was slovenly and his dress negligent. He had 
strange habit of perpetually hitching up his pantaloons as sailors 
do, and the pantaloons hung about his lower extremities in the 
most unrestrained and lax folds. Of him it might be said he 
was lax in his gait but laxer in his gaiters. His querulousness 
inclined him to indulge in the luxury of swearing, though he 
confined himself to the most select and aristocratic oaths,” 


19th September, 1736.— Mrz. Mapp, the famous bone- 
setter, of Epsom, having set up a fine equipage, came to Kensing- 
ton this day and waited on the Queen. 


20th September, 1694. — Boswell records how Elizabeth 
Blaney, a young woman, of Leek. in Staffordshire, fell hopelessly 
in love with Dr. Johnson's father. At length, hearing that her lite 
was in danger, so great had her unrequited passion prayed upon 
her heart, he offered to marry her. “But it was then too late. 
Her vital power was exhausted, and she actually exhibited one of 
the very rare instances of dying for love. She was buried in 
Lichfield Cathedral, and he, with tender regard, placed a stoue 
over her graye,” bearing this date. 


SONG OF THE DYSPEPTIC. 


“Way feel I so melancholy? 
1 fear me I shall not live long ; 
I’ve no taste for woman's folly 
Neither do I love her song. 


“T think of landlords hard as nails, 
Of the murderer in his cell ; 

I think of lawyers, debts and gaols 
And the dismal funeral bell. 


“All the night—it is no cuffer— 
I struggle with a nightmare strong. 
Cap zos tell why thus I suffer? ’ 
“Why, yes; it’s cos your liver’s wrong.” 


PERFECT TEMPERANCE. 


Mr. SNOOKSOW is the most temperance loving stipendiary of all 
the London Bench. “Show me a drunkard,” he cries, “and | will 
soon show him the way to jail.” If a man was brought before him 
for gently chiding the constable who had the shank of a leg of 
mutton peeping from between his silvery buttons, and that man 
was proved to have drunk half a pint of four half-and-half three 
hours and a quarter before—“ two months, drunkenness and assault 
ing the police,” would be the sentence. But when a good little 
boy was charged before him for sneaking milk cans. he said to that 

ood little boy, “Oh, it was only pg ees mental aberration—thr 
bos loves the nice chalk and water ; dear child, accept £25 19s, 1134. 
from the poor box, ’tis all I have to offer.” 


HIS EXCUSE. ; 
SoME of the inhabitants of that sweet ant known as Sloper* 
Island are a trifle irregular in their habits. What with billiard: t' 
the club and halfpenny nap. they don’t all go to bed at teno clo . 
The other morning, going up to town, one said to the other, ° You 
didn’t turn up at six o'clock this morning to do that bit of garden: 
ing, as you arranged yesterday.” “No, old man, I couldn't manave 
it,” was the reply. “I tried hard, but I couldn't keep up s0 late. 
To tell you the truth, I’m a man of regular habits, and unless 1 get 
to bed by three or four o’cloek, I’m no good at ali the next day. 


ee 


WHY HE GAVE IT UP. 

THE unsatisfactory state of the law, in regard to newspaper libel, 
and a deeply rooted aversion to the menu of the Holloway Motel. 
alone prevents us from giving the title of the “comic” contemp 
rary of which the editor was the other evening thus insulted :— 

“What do you think of our latest idea?” he inquired of a wan 
to whom he had just been introduced : , 

“Well, to tell you the truth,” was the reply, “I don't know Se ; 
about it. My wife and I gave up taking the paper some mont! 
ago, we are such sufferers from indigestion, you know ; and— = 

“But I don’t oy = biped to do with you subscribing 
our r,” was the puzzled reply. 

“ rel, you see, the doctor pol that ‘chestnuts’ were about the 
worst things possible for the complaint.” ’ : ted 

But, with a look of malignant scorn, the infuriated editor fle 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£150 will be paid by MR. Giupert Dauztet, the 2’ 
prictor of “ ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY,” fv 1" 


next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Server, 
on duty excepted), who should happen to meet with his or her ita 
ina Railway Accident, in any part of the United cag 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPERS | 
HoLipay” és found upon the Deceased at the time of the Acc : a 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughow the 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 10 o'clock. ek 
Insurance ona one week from that time, expiring at Woe 
the following Thursday morning. 
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PLAYING TO PLANTS. 
“te js stated in a certain magazine that Darwin, on being told that Music 
a strong influence upon plants, played a bassoon in order to make his 
F nd so confounded his adviser.) 


al 


beans grow, & 


Now, Darwin was not a 
dunce, 
As all of you readers 


know; 
And somebody told him 
once 
That music would make 
plants grow. 
So shortly the Sage found 


means 
To tempt certain plants 
with a tune, 
And in front of his beans 
he created “scenes " 
By blowing a big  bas- 
1 soon ! 
J So J played to my flowers in 
eu sunshine and showers, 
Night, morning and after- 


noon ; 
But they're not all a-growing 
nor all a-blowing. 
Though J blow my bits bas- 
soon ! 


Soon to blow at my beans 
I took aim ; 
No emotion, though, there T awoke ; 
Next I blew o'er my cucumber-frame, 
Till the glass of the same | broke. 
To my marrows an air next I played, 
But they didn’t respond with a cent— 
And, indeed, I'm afraid no impression I've made— 
At least, not to any extent. 
Up to now but one matter doth Fortune scatter 
(And that’s not the brightest boon), 
For while I keep blowing my pelgnbours keep throwing 
Big bricks at my bold bassoon 


IT WOULDN’T SUIT HIM. 
Muffins. 1 say, old man, I'm going to the Swellings' Fancy Dress 
Ball. What character shall I take? 
Friend, Go as Edward the Black Prince. That is a fine costume. 
Muffins. The Black Prince! No fear! I don’t care about having 
to cover my face with burnt cork, hikes sigger minstrel, and not 
he able to kiss a girl the whole blessed evening. Not for me! 


S Each Week Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Man gives Two Substantial Presents away every 
week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY "—one to 
v Lady, and one toa Gentleman. Cut out and jill in the Label 
printed beiow, expressing a wish what you are in want of,ard post 


loi 
ALLY'S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*.* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Encelupe whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” September 13th, 1890. 


Address 


Want® _. 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 


1e9th WEEK. 
LIST FOR AUGUST 380th. 


The following Applicants have been given 


“SLOPEHER PRESENTS.” 
1. FRANCES BROOKS, 50 Langbourne Buildings, Paul Strect, ees * 


A MUSIC OABINET. 


2. THOMAS HOLCROFT, “ Market Hotel,” 
A SET OF BOXIN' G-GLOVES. 


~ TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Adrertisements will be inserted in this 
uluun free af charge, provided the 
Nader's Nameand aidiesate inclosed, 
not for publication, but as a guarantee 
f good faith. Tootsie undertakes to 
Jurward, wnopened and post-free, all 
litters received in reply to the adver- 
frsements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.c. 


(COSNIE, aged 20, daughter of an 
: officer, dark, tall, spentd figure, considered 
‘andsome, thoroughly domesticated, highly ac- 
complished and musical, with loving disposition, 

sto hear from a young professional gentle- 
‘ith view to marriage. fias a small private 
ne. Please inclose photo, which will be 
revurnel if desired, and address. in strict conti- 
ine “CONNIE,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency 


PE ao 
k RED, aged 23, tall, fair, and not bad- 
a looking, wishes to meot with a tall, dark 
‘vung lady, of pleasing manners and good address, azed 21 to 23. Address, in 
rietest confidence—“ FRED,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


])OROTHY, tall, fair, wel-educated, would like to correspond 

lrg, on gentleman from 25 to 30 years of age. Kindly ‘send full particu- 

12nd Photo, if possible, Dorothy will return the latter, together with her own, 
Pproved of. Address—“ DOROTHY,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


ARRY, aged 22, tall, and considered good-looking, would like to 
aking correspond with a lady from 19 to 22. She must be good-looking, and of 
nd disposition, Advertiser isin good position; money no object. Thoto, if 


Posse in strictest confidence. Address—“ HARRY,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial 


se 
‘ A : : : 
G LADYS AND JESSIE, twin sisters, aged 20, both fair, tall, dark 
a eyes, good figures, considered pretty, wish to mect with two attractive 
gentlemen, one dark, other fair—both tall. Must have private income, and 
looking and amiable. Photos must be inclosed, to be returned if not 
Met of, but, if so,exchanged, Address—“ GLADYS" and “ JESStk,” Tootsie’s 
“MCh nonial Agency, 


WIGAN. 


LAURA (AGED 19). 


J A en ae, Wi LLIAM, two yours gentlemen, aged 24, wish to 
D wo young iesof good appearance, of musical disposition. 
James is tall and fair; William of medium height and fair. paeapanecneticn 


risiness positions, Please send photos, which will be returned 


fidence, in strictest con- 


Address—“ JamEs"” and “ WILLIAM,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


=e ° 
2 SOUTHAMPTON STREET, STRAND, W.C., August 24th, 1890. 
DEAR S1R,—You surely were ill-advised in awarding the “ SLOPER 

Merit” to Mr. Henry Slater on the grounds stated in your 

paper, The reason Mr. Slater was employed in my divorce case 

was because he was not a detective ; adetective would not have done 
the work he was uired to do. Certain facts were required for 
legal purposes, and this person was uired to furnish them. The 

case against my husband | was advised to drop, in order to avoid a 

grave scandal, and for family reasons. You will kindly note that 

J paid all the costs of the divorce. To have to support a husband 

is not always a pleasant task, and I think you have had some 

slight experience of Mr. Williamson's funny little ways of making 
money. 1| am, dear sir, yours faithfully, 

CHARLOTTE A. WILLIAMSON, 


BATH, August 26th, 1890. 

DARLING ALLY,—I was delighted to see that letter you inserted 
the other week from “ A Member of the Sex.” Isn't it the highest 
compliment that can be Re to us r girls, to say that the Most 
Exalted Genius, the Loftiest Intellect, the Most Venerable and 
Glorious Being that has everadorned Ais half of the world (I leave 
it to your modesty, dear ALLY, to guess whom I mean) is willing to 
acknowledge our claims? Boys more beautiful than firls, indeed ! 
The notion is too ridiculous. You only attack the foibles and follies 
of men, dear ALLY, and I suppose the reason this irritable animal 
gave up your paper is that you hit him too hard. No sensible man 
would take offence at your good humoured chaff. 1 daresay 
“A.M. O. T.S.” (L can’t write his ridiculous nom-de-plume at full 
length, is only proud of his sex because he has nothing else to be 
proud of. If he isn't a genius—and he shows no signe of it—why 
should he strut and give himself airs because somebody else was? 
The greatest men have been distinguished by exalted respect for 
women. Shakespeare has no heroes—only heroines. But I daresay 
“A.M. O.T.S.” is some insignificant little entity. That is the sort 
that are generally so careful of their masculine A he! sate 80 
they ought to be, for they can't afford to lose any. am, dear 
ALLY, yours affectionately and gratefully, 
SWEET AND TWENTY. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No, 26.—HE FINDS THAT APPEARANCES ARE DECEITFUL, 


Hor sun shining fierce on each hat: 
Bloke reclining on the beach at 
Broadstairs idly, business shirking, 
Grinning widely, broadly smirking. 
Twig him, reader, critically— 

’Tis our leader, dear old ALLY ! 


Sweet young lady’s near him squatting, 
With the maid he’s blithely chatting ; 
Cheeks vermilion, lips like cherries, 
Hand a lily ‘un, eyes like berries, 

See ! she's smiling magically, 

Thus beguiling poor old ALLY! 


Gin and whisky turn senescence 
Into frisky adolescence— 
“Wreck ” makes joy of far niente 
Like a boy of one-and-twenty. 
Mark him wooing comically, 
Coaxing, cooing—naughty ALLY} 


Pleasing, teasing, talking folly, 
Seizing, ay maiden jolly— 
SLOPER plays his part with credit— 
Stoutly says he’s ne'er been wedded ! 
Swears to splice the charming gal he 
Loves. What price the tricks of ALLY? 


Soon, ‘mid vows and protestations, 
With a thousand osculations 

SLOPER tries his new found darling. 
Then she rises, howling, snarling, 
Cursing, swearing tragically, 

Grimly glaring on poor ALLY! 

Maid throws off, then, her disguises : 
Mildew Toff then recognizes 

His worst hater, old Dook Snooky. 
And the traitor yells, “ Gadzookee ! 
Ain’t I copped you capitally ? 

Ain't I dropped you neatly, ALLY? 
“You have driven me almost ‘dotty '— 
You have riven me from my Tottie! 
Now with glee I’ll squash your game, sir— 
Of this spree I'll tell your dame, sir ! 
Then you'll cop your licks, and bally 
Soon you'll stop your flirting, ALLY !” 


Sing, ye muses, scene of wonder, 
Vengeance, bruises, blood and thunder ! 
Six hours after, sport's beginning— 
Snook with laughter chortling, grinning, 
SLOPER jumping frantically, 

Mad wife thumping poor old ALLY! 


——_—~—————- 


SOCIAL STUDIES. 
No. 1—THE OBSTREPEROUS GIRL. 

THE Obstrepcrous Girl is quite a feature of this century. She is 
appallingly energetic, and she does so many things that it makes 
you feel downright tired. 

You pine for the languid repose and soft do-nothingness of the 
fair damsels of the East, after she has given you a list of the things 
she is going to do before eight o'clock dinner. 

The O. G. is for ever working up for examinations, and she is so 
downright dead in earnest that you feel that if she took you in 
hand in the same spirit, the undertaker and the sexton might be iu 
melancholy requisition before the week was out. 

The easy going casual dreads her indeed, for she loves to prod 
him with hard questions as to what he “means to do with his 
life?” Unhappy beggar! he means to enjoy himself and chuck 
his money about ; and though he loves girls in general, he gener- 
ally draws the line at the obstreperous ones. 


ALLY SLOPER’S POOR BOX. 
= 
*,° Subscribers of not less than a Shilling will receive ( post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A. SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M,. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £39 Lis. 84d. 
ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly subscription), £1; M. J. KNIGHT, 1s.; J.D. BAR- 
RIk, ls, 6d.; THOS. RAMSBOTTOM, 28,; Miss HOUGHTON, 6d.; G. EVANS, 18.: M. 
A. COATH, 1s. 4d.; RG. W., 18.35 EC. KNIGHT, 18.2 A. TOOGE T. WIN 
NEY, 28.5 W. T. CARR, Id.: FLORENCE DEAN, Is.) HE 
ARTHUR HAYES, 1s.; M. TAYLOR, Is; B. A., 1s, 6d.; Ji 
NELLIE LEE, 4d. 
Making a total received up to September 2nd, 1890—£41 13s. 11}d. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A CORN that makes people shaky on their feet—John Barley- 


corn, 
Mr. JoHN Burns would retain his patriotic spirit, even were he 
an inmate of a workhouse. He would then be the “ Union Jack.” 
ae TURN OF THE TIED—Bridegroom and bride leaving the 
altar. 
THE REAL “ Passion PLAY"—Zhe Taming of the Shrew, 
A Pair OF TEASPOONS—Lord Bob and darling Tootsie drinking 
out of the same cup. 
BoTH FARE AND FOWL—Roast goose. 


FO ithe elem seas iE Re diats 5 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
CAPTAIN GREGORY’S LEG. 


(A MENDaCcIOUS ROMANCE OF MERCENARY MATRIMONY.) 
<a 
CHAPTER IT. 
For reply to his demand for estimates for artificial limbs, Cap- 
tain Gregory got a small library of literature on the subject by 


A small library of literature. 


return of post. It appeared as if all the world wore. artificial 
limba, and each and everyone of the wearers had rushed into testi- 
monies as to the extreme comfort and happiness they experienced 
in wearing some particular limb or other which had been manu- 
factured by the maker to whom the captain had applied. One man 
sung the praises of the patent compressed gas limb, which he had 
worn for six months, and declared that he would, in future, use no 
other. It was so light that he felt it was a perfect blessing having 
had to get his leg cut off. He was seriously meditating cutting off 
the other leg, that he might double his comfort. 

Another testimonial writer was enthusiastic on the subject of the 
rubber leg. He had been an athlete before he lost his original leg, 
but since he had got the patent rubber leg, he had beaten all his 
previous records. At aed date ie igi no one could appear 
against him, and in a recent Rugby match he had kicked two 
members of the opposing club into an adjacent county. 

The patent spring action, self adjusting leg had many admirers 
and wearers, [t had all the appearance of a real leg, but it was 
much more effective. One individual stated that it was the most 
valuable article for “dealing with book canvassers he had ever met 
with. It placed its kicks with accuracy and dispatch, and it could 
be adjusted to suit any 
size of canvasser.” An- 
other man declared that 
the water tax had only 
called once since he got 
it; and a third men- 
tioned that a burglar 
who had broken into the 
house and found that 
leg in a state of repose 
by the side of its owner's 
bed, and had fooled 
around some of its 
hinges had subsequently 
open seven weeks in 
the infirmary,and since 
his restoration to health 
had joined the Salvation 
Army as a drummer. 
Then there was the cork 
leg. Jt was light and 
reliable — didn't easily 
get out of repair. But 
there were few extra 
and ornamental advan- 
tages claimed for it— 
except symmetry—that 
an ordinary pin leg did 
not have. 

There was one point 
where all the legs 
seemed to agree and be 
about equal. They were 
all very expensive. The cork leg was reliable, but then it 
was a mere leg without ornamental accessories. 

The spring action, self adjusting limb had charms for him; but 
when he reflected that book canvassers had long since decided 
that he was an impracticable subject to deal with, he foresaw that 
he would be unable to take full advantage of its incomparable 
facilities. Then the captain was not athletic, and that objection 
put the rubber leg out of the running, and put the compressed gas 
leg as being the best leg foremost. 

The captnin proceeded to the city, and was duly measured for 
and ultimately fitted with a well formed, copper fastened com- 
pressed gas leg, and he fet a new man when he finally left the 
premises. He returned home after dark that evening and hastened 
to the home of his loved one, The parents were charmed, and even 
Mary had to confess that the new apparatus was an improvement. 

The captain's chances of finding favour in Mary’s sight had been 
greatly advanced within the past day or two, The Another had been 


He felt like a new man. 


The parents were charmed. 


petulant—there had been a lover's quarrel. and Mary felt that now, 
when the eaptain had fulfilled her wishes, the legs had been 
knocked from under her objections. 
Mary agreed to name the day—a distant one, ‘tis true, but ifthe 
universe held its way, that day was sure to come round sometime, 
And the captain was happy ! 
(Zo be continued next week.) 


— _ — — 
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THE “F.O56." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


| 
AS IN A LOOKING-GLASS. | 


MEET OF THE “FOUR O' NAN” CLUB 


No. 168.—SIR JOHN BRIDGE, F.O.S. 

“ WE feel sure that there are not many of our readers who do not 
know the worthy gentleman whose portrait we publish this week. 
Of course, it is not our intention to insinuate for a moment that 
any of our patrons are acquainted with Sir John in his profes- 
sional capacity, certainly not ; we simply mean to assert that it 
would have been impossible for a man of the Chief Magistrate's 
eminence to have reac}.‘d his present position without attract- 
ing the notice of one or two million of our numerous sub- 
scribers. Sir John first made himself notorious when a mere 
boy by the energy with which he would join in the noble 
pastime of pitch and toss. It was through the medium of this 
game that he first became acquainted with the police. Upon 
reaching manhood's estate. our hero, having learnt no profes- 
sion or trade, was rather at a loss for an occupation; but this 
did not trouble him much, for, possessing a vast amount of 
cheek, it was not long before he was snap up by a lottery 
promoting company, who at once made him their managing 
director. Lottery schemes flourished to such an extent under 
his hands, that even the Government began to get uncomfort- 
able, and opened negotiations with Sir John as to the advisability 
of dropping his little game; but it was only on the conferment | 
of the position of Chief Magistrate on our hero that he was | 


, _ Harry. Dear me! what an extraordinary resemblance to someone I’ve seen. I seem to know the face well; yet, 
for the life of me, I cannot remember where I've seen it. 


[Could Rose and Ethel hare enlightened him on the subject ? waaitde you think r MACDONALD AT THE FRENCH EXHIBITION 


A TINPOT TALE. 


brought round to their way of thinking. Since then, he has 
made a dead set against lotteries. Chiefly because he fined 
ALLY two shillings in a friendly spirit, Sir John was created 
F.0.S. and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
June Wth, 1890."—Debrett Improred. 


Prompt action of old Bauble in bringing to a climax a domestic 
tragedy. 


‘eom-—— Hark! I hear the vonng imp coming! Now for it !"——(5), “Take that. 
you mischievous young devil!” But it was young Mr. Sittyman, strolling up t 
meet Araminta, in his Sunday best !——(6). And the way that long legged fellow 
skelped over the wall and laid out old Puddler was a caution to snakes! 


CV). Old Piddler, “Hat same of those confounded boys again! Always flinging rub- 
hish over here! Wait till T catel ‘em !"—-—(2). “ Over it goes again, anyway !" —— 
(3). Little Alfred. UN! Old Puddler’s chucked the tin over ag'in! Back she 
goes !"—— (4), “ Chucked it over again! Confonnd their audacity! I'll give one of 


ALL 1S FAIR IN LOVE AND WAR. | ‘MATRIMONIAL AGENCIES. 
| f 
\e] 
tot INCIDENT IN THE EARLY LIFE OF OUR PRIME MINISTER. 
The stolen treasures, the doll's funeral, and the end of his sister's 
favonrites, 
A oe estar eee 


= Ol 
-- = ~~ - 
Sas ee 
eS ~~ 


5 St “This bloomin’ place won't do for this hloomin’ kid. One and : \7 
| six a week and the ‘osses leavings for victuals may be all right ; She told the girls she wonld have little Brinkles on his knees to her before the day A young man, tall, dark, handsome. ‘and of engaging manners. thorons) 
) but this squashin’ weren't mentioned when the bargin was made, was over, so she transtixed him with one of her sweetest smiles just as she saw a big domesticated, is willing — | So was Barkis, but Miss Pegotty Pettitoe= 
co ‘ere’s a cove that’s goin’ ter chuck it." t wave coming, and that is how it was accomplished. | when he turned up. 
i London : Printed by DALZIEL LHUTHERS, at tueir Camden Press, High Street, N.W., aud Dublisued by the Vioprietur, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ Zhe Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, E.C.—Saturday, September 13, 1890. 
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